Bring not now their old fears nor their old harms.

Rams,and slings now are silly battery;

Pistolets are the best artillery:

And they who write to lords, rewards to get,

Are they not like singers at doors for meat ?

And they who write, because all write, have still

Th'excuse for writing, and for writing ill.

But he is worst who (beggarly) doth chaw

Other's wit's fruits, and in his ravenous maw

Rankly digested, doth those things out-spue

At his own things: and they're his own, 'tis true;

For if one eat my meat, though it be known

The meat was rnine, th'excrement is his own.

But these do me no harm, nor they which use

To out-do dildoes and our-usure Jews,

T* out-drink the sea, t' out-swear the Litany,

Who with sins all kinds as familiar be

As confessors, and for whose sinful sake

Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make;

Whose strange sins canonists could hardly tell

In which commandment's large receit they dwell.

But these punish themselves. The insolence

Of Coscus only breeds my just ofience,

Whom time (which rots all, mad makes botches pox,